FISHING CREEK VALLEY
Luckily the weather varied, and growing more accustomed
to the heat we lived to be fascinated by the log-cabin, the
Fishing Creek Valley, and all the glorious country around.
We idled in the cabin, which was mostly one delightful large
room with a rugged stone hearth fire at either end. We
idled on the porch which overlooked the hills and the woods ;
through one locust tree we could see up the valley, and
through the bushes we looked down to a winding stream.
We were enclosed by a wealth of trees with no other habita-
tion in sight, but, we were not alone. T?ht mason bees were
busy in the timbers, and wasps and hornets were constantly
in need of being persuaded not to build in the porch. Ants,
large black ants that could bite, made concerted attacks upon
the house, only to be repulsed with a besom and thwarted
with dreadful powders. There was always a turtle or two
wandering in and out of the undergrowth in search of wild
strawberries, and birds and squirrels were in the trees, with
now and again a shy chipmunk. And in the evenings a
whip-poor-will called melodiously as it searched the valley.
Had we been there in winter wild deer would have come to
our door.
In a corner of the garage was an ancient scythe, brought
over by William Perm, I should think, a sickle, a whetstone,
and a few other tools. It was not long before we were
backwoodsmen, cutting down the undergrowth round the
house to keep snakes away, and attacking colonies of that
venomous plant, the poison-ivy which if touched can produce
a painful rash, make its victim seriously ill, and develop
blood-poisoning. It is reputed to be so clever that it is only
necessary to touch an object that has been brushed by the
plant to be infected. We even heard of a case of infection
more extraordinary. A man, after having made a fire of
poison-ivy and wandered about in its smoke, was greeted
in